JOAN    OF    ARC
the court that her angel had appeared in any of the
approved shapes she convicted herself of one of three
cardinal sins: fraud, for having invented the visions to
deceive the innocent; sorcery, for having knowingly
trafficked with infernal spirits; or presumption, if she
had entertained the Voices without informing herself
through her ghostly advisers of their true nature. And
conviction of any one of the three involved Charles VII
as her accomplice or her gull.
Any ordinary woolly-headed ecstatic would have hung
herself a dozen times over with that much rope; one of
Brother Richard's followers, La Pierronne, a poor little
Bretonne, had been executed in Paris the previous
September for persisting that she had seen God in a
scarlet cloak and a long white robe. (She did not help
her case by defending Joan's vision at the same time.)
But Joan's brains were made of other stuff. She had
never attempted to describe the appearance of her
Voices for the excellent reason that she knew it was
impossible. The experience was hers alone, unique in
kind and given to her, "a simple maid," by God for
His inscrutable purposes; to attempt to translate it
into familiar physical images for the benefit of others
was merely to raise or strengthen their doubts. What
she had refused to the friendly jury at Poitiers, to her
chaplain Pasquerel and to her faithful squire d'Aulon
she would not give to her enemies: "Pass on," she
commanded, "you shall not have that from me now."
For a moment there was bedlam. Most of the assessors
rose from their seats and howled that she must be made
to answer. She stared back at them disdainfully, while
Cauchon and Beaupere exchanged a quick glance.
They understood each other, those two; the bishop
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